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	1. Chapter 1

Yes, I took on a fic challenge. Sorry. But go ahead and bide your time for the next update of Hello with this story. This prologue was not posted to Tumblr, but I decided I wanted a quick chapter to introduce the story and let everyone know how Peeta came to be on the island.

* * *

><p>Summer, 1995<p>

A loud clap of thunder reverberated through the small sailing vessel, startling Peeta awake. Eyes widened with alarm, he grabbed for the flashlight stowed in the tiny compartment next to his bed, clumsily dropping the light before he could turn it on. He heard it rolling from side to side, banging against walls and cramped furniture as the boat tipped dramatically on top of what Peeta knew must be massive waves.

Shouts sounded outside of his cabin and suddenly the door burst open. His father rushed inside, yanking him from the warmth of his bed. "Peeta!" Mr. Mellark's voice was urgent. "Peeta, I need you to listen closely." Peeta, mute with fear, nodded shakily at his father's insistence.

"I need you to put this on," his father implored, wrapping a bright orange life vest around him, tightening the belt as quickly as he could. Peeta winced as he gave it a sharp, secure tug. "We're going up to the deck, and we're going to climb into the dinghy. Whatever you do, do not let go of my hand, understand?" Peeta nodded again, eyes as big is moons, lips clenched tight. "This is not a drill, son." Peeta's little hand was gripped so tight in his father's massive one that he couldn't have let go if he'd wanted to.

Reaching the deck, Peeta could barely look around for all the wind and pellets of rain beating against his face. Shielding his eyes, he saw his mother ahead of them, watching, gripping the railing of the boat for balance. Peeta's little brother clutched tightly to her chest. The look on her face was sheer terror, and she hollered something to them that Peeta couldn't hear over the roar of the storm.

It was pitch black until a burst of lightning illuminated the sky and sea. And that's when Peeta saw it. A wave the size of a small building was bearing down on their boat, just behind his mother and brother, and she had no idea.

"Mooooooooom!" Peeta shouted at the tip top of his lungs. She motioned at him to come closer, but his father yanked him back inside as the rush of angry water spilled over the edge. The boat toppled like to the side, almost rolling completely over before righting itself again. Peeta's hand slipped away from his father's, and as soon as he was able he broke through from the cabin onto the deck, eyes searching the spot where he'd last seen his mother and brother.

Nothing. It was empty. Before he could rush to the edge and look for them in the thrashing waters, Peeta felt large hands grab his shoulders. "No, Peeta!" The voice of his father was loud and insistent, cracking with the reality of what Peeta couldn't understand. Their family of four had just become a family of two.

Peeta felt himself being picked up, and he kicked out in confusion and anger. Where was his mother? Why wouldn't his father let him go to her?

In a matter of minutes, Peeta crumpled at the bottom of the dinghy, rain continuing to pelt his pale skin. "Take these!" his father yelled. Peeta looked up with bewildered blue eyes as their family's leather-bound picture book, along with a black box Peeta knew carried a few meaningful possessions of his parents, was tossed alongside him. Peeta began to cry as his father lowered the dinghy to the surface of the raging water, his sobs drowned out by the wailing of the wind.

The small life boat bobbed up and down in the water, and Peeta looked above him as his father climbed over the railing, preparing to jump into the small space. Light blitzed the sky and thunder shook the heavens, causing Peeta's father's foot to slip on the boat as he tried to push off. Peeta watched helplessly as his father fell into the water, flashes of lightning illuminating his form all the way down, just feet from where he was. He crawled to the edge of the dingy, frantically scanning the water's surface for a bobbing head or an arm. A hand. _Anything_. He considered jumping in after them, but he remembered his father's words as he tossed him into the dinghy. "_Whatever you do, son, don't leave that boat!" _

Minutes went by and still Peeta held out hope. He stared across the sea, willing to see a familiar face. Finding none after what seemed an eternity, his heart sank like a rock. He screamed and beat on the floor of the boat in anger. He felt as though he was sobbing but he couldn't tell through the rushing of rain over his face.

The storm continued a while longer and Peeta finally hunkered in a corner, in shock and all alone. Eventually, the skies cleared and Peeta, exhausted from the ordeal, feel asleep. The boat jolted him awake when he felt the bottom rub against something, sending him skidding across the bottom. He sat up quick, but not before a wave pushed on the side, toppling so that Peeta fell into the water.

He sputtered and splashed, almost sinking before his feet hit bottom. He pushed off the sea floor, sending his body flying out of the water. His feet touched bottom again but this time his head stayed above the surface. He could touch. He whirled around, waist deep in clear, blue water, and spread before him was a white sand beach, a jungle of trees beyond it. Peeta dragged himself out of the water and collapsed on the sand, falling back to sleep until the sounds of monkeys woke him.

* * *

><p>Please leave reviews! They greatly encourage me in my stories. If you haven't seen this story yet, I'd be grateful to know what you think! Normally when I write heavy scenes it doesn't really bother me because I know in my head where the story is going, so sometimes that emotion evades me and I hope I get someone to <em>feel <em>something. I actually felt something here from the very first clap of thunder, knowing I was going to have to send sweet, young Peeta's family to a watery grave. The ocean is one of my biggest fears. I won't go on a cruise or swim in it. Just too much danger there, so this was a toughy for me. What did you think? Talk to me! I'm on tumblr as Peetabreadgirl.


	2. Chapter 2

This was written for Miss mega-aulover, who asked if I would be willing to submit for her prompt, #28 Tarzan!Peeta. Since she's so sweet, and I get almost no asks for drabbles or stories other than updates for what I'm currently writing, I said yes. I hope this is better than what you expected!

* * *

><p>Ever since she'd landed on the white sand beach of the uninhabited island, Katniss had the distinct feeling she was being watched by something, or some<em>one. <em>She couldn't put her finger on it, but a handful of times over the last two weeks the sense had prickled through her, causing the hairs on the back of her neck to stand on end. It was almost always when she was alone. _That's probably why_, she thought.

Normally, Katniss stayed behind when the men of their small exploration party went out to survey the island, looking for the perfect place to build their newest all-inclusive resort. She shared no interest in where the multi-million dollar facility would go, so she hung back to study the untouched natural landscape around their campsite with her camera. She was a photographer after all. And she preferred the company of no one to the company of a spoiled, green-eyed heir, a pompous assistant, and a crotchety old man who happened to be her Uncle.

She had come with Haymitch, her father's brother, as a way to escape an ugly divorce and the mounting questions about her ex-husband's sexuality. It had been embarrassing enough finding out that her husband preferred men, but having to explain it to friends and family had been far worse. The look of pity on their faces was enough to send Katniss running for the hills. Or, rather, a quaint island off the coast of Africa.

Katniss jumped at the chance when her gruff Uncle, who was the foreman of Heavensbee, Inc.'s newest pet project. He had offered her an all expenses paid trip to an island lush with overgrown flora and brimming with adventure in exchange for snapping still shots of the company's new acquisition. Although she had a feeling her father had put him up to it, she was nonetheless grateful for the opportunity to get away from the bustling city she'd spent too much time in. The thought of soaking up the sun and swimming in the crystal clear surf, while exploring untouched beaches and coves excited Katniss, and she knew this would be a once in a lifetime opportunity. She'd said yes almost immediately, and a week later found herself whisked away on a private jet to a remote part of the Indian Ocean.

It had been an hour since the surveyors had gone in search of the grandest view the island had to offer, guns at the ready and canteens full of fresh water from the stream at the edge of the campsite. She was sitting by the charred remains of last night's campfire, testing a panoramic lens when she felt it again. Goosebumps pebbled her arm and her ears perked in wait, listening for any crackle of a branch or brush of a leaf. Hearing prey was something she'd had years of practice at, having grown up in the woods of North Carolina. Her father had taken her hunting from the time she was able to hold a bow and release its arrow with ease, if not accuracy.

Only the sound of her heartbeat thundered in her ears. The birds even seemed to have paused their morning song to listen with her. Cautiously, Katniss stood, her head turning slowly, eyes scanning the brush and the upper parts of the dense foliage. The silence stretched on, and she couldn't tell if she was perspiring from the slowly rising temperature or the suspense of wondering if something really was out there.

Seeing nothing, Katniss made her way back to her tent, all the while keeping her eyes and ears alert. She ducked inside her large canvas home away from home to still her nerves and rehydrate her body.

The flapping of the loose fabric of her tent door in the breeze helped to calm her nerves. It was blissfully quiet on the island. Something she'd missed living in the city. But at the times when she'd felt as though she was being watched, it seemed eerily quiet.

Katniss took a deep breath and downed the contents of the canteen. She decided to give her mind a much needed break with a jaunt to the sandy beach and a dip in the clear sea.

Canteen across her shoulder and camera in hand, she couldn't shake the feeling of being watched the entire quarter mile walk to the stretch of white where they had landed that first day. The sand was blinding during the noon hour, so Katniss preferred to come mid-morning, even though she'd been told by Finnick, grandson of Plutarch Heavensbee and heir to Heavensbee, Inc., that the current was worse in the mornings. Katniss had grown up a strong swimmer, and wasn't afraid of the water. She was certain the playboy billionaire had been trying to show off for her, because after daily trips the last two weeks down to the beach, she'd yet to encounter a strong current.

Like every other day, Katniss kicked off her Tevas in the shade of a nearby palm tree and tugged her cover up over her head. She snapped a few pictures of coconuts high in the tree, and a few more of the waves, with their foamy whitecaps curling in like graceful fingers beckoning her to the water. She accepted the invitation, first wrapping up her camera inside her coverup, then jogging across the sand that was just beginning to warm under the sun's rays.

Katniss dove into the surf and began to swim, feeling free with no one around and nothing under her feet. She had always felt weightless and carefree in the water, and with the mess of a life she'd lived lately, it felt even better.

Popping her head out of the water, she looked out to the massive ocean, wondering at how small she felt. How much at the sea's mercy she was in this moment. It was exhilarating. She turned back to the store and felt her stomach pitch in surprise. The beach seemed so distant. She must have been swimming extremely fast to have gone this far. So far that she couldn't make out which tree she'd placed her orange swim cover under.

Taking a deep breath, Katniss began to pump her arms and kick her legs in the direction of the shore. Certain she'd gained some ground, she paused, needing to catch her breath, and a quick glance toward her destination sent her heart racing even faster. She wasn't much closer than she had been when she'd started to swim back, and she was tiring quickly treading water. Terror gripped her when she remembered Finnick's warning about the morning currents.

She hadn't been swimming at top speed. She'd been pulled out with the current, and now that she was swimming against it, she was getting nowhere fast. Katniss's survival instinct switched on, and she dropped her head into the water, mustering all her strength into her best freestyle stroke. Another glance up after using up her second burst of energy revealed she was still so far from land, and being swept left of the beach where she started.

Katniss flipped to her back, floating on top of the water to catch her breath and rest her tired limbs. Fear pumped through her veins like fire, willing her to keep going. Deep, calming breaths helped her think, and shortly after she flipped back over, making another attempt to break out of the dangerous current.

Tears pricked her eyes when she looked up a third time, having been swept so far from the beach, and despair began to set in. She could possibly float on her back for hours, but this island was barren of human life. No one would be able to find her. No one, save for a few, would even look. She could be swept so far out to sea by the time anyone in her party noticed she was gone that they would never find her. And what about when night came? Katniss shivered at the thought of spending eight hours of darkness in the abyss of this ocean, alone and unable to defend herself from sharks or other sea creatures that fed at night. If this was to be her fate, should she give up now? Or prolong the last few precious moments she had?

With no fight left in her, Katniss took a deep breath, slowly expelling it from her lungs. The water lapped over her chest, then her face, like a sloppy wet kiss as the current dragged her under. Her mind screamed _No!_ and her lungs burned, thick like hot ash.

She thought she must be dead, because the feel of strong arms twining around her waist like silk surely couldn't be real. There was no one around for miles, yet Katniss felt air rush back into her lungs as she coughed and sputtered when her head broke free of its watery confines. The brightness of the sun that seeped back into her eyelids receded as quickly as it came, blackness dragging her to that final grave.

* * *

><p>Katniss felt the roughness of something underneath her thighs, the sense of being dragged. Her head lulled back, and for the briefest of moments her eyes flitted open before closing again as blackness consumed her.<p>

* * *

><p>Katniss dreamed of long, blond hair, dripping with dew. A thick, muscled back that trailed into a toned and tanned backside. Powerful, sculpted legs that could climb the highest trees and run across beaches covered in deep sand. She also dreamed of lips, damp and warm, and breath that tickled her lungs, reaching someplace deep inside her, calling her to come back.<p>

* * *

><p>A groan escaped her lips, and Katniss felt something move slightly beneath her head. Her eyes opened slowly, taking in the setting of the sun. It's orange rays fading to pink and finally purple on the horizon. The sound of waves lapping at the shore would have been relaxing if it weren't for the severe pounding of her head and the pitching of her stomach as her body seemed to sway and bob with the ocean's currents, even though she was safe on land.<p>

Looking around the beach, Katniss wondered how she got there. The last thing she knew she had gone for a swim. The pieces of what happened after began to form a terrifying puzzle. One that showed a picture of how she almost lost her life.

Wondering about that final piece - the piece that helped her understand how she made it back to shore - Katniss rolled to the side, placing her hand on something solid, something _fleshy. _

She looked toward the warmth she'd felt, noticing a powerful looking leg underneath her. She scrambled up and away, sucking in a breath so severe it felt like it bruised her throat. She slapped a hand over her mouth, silencing a scream.

A man- a very _naked _man - lay sprawled out just behind her in the sand. Katniss blushed and averted her gaze, out of respect, from _there_ to his face. His eyes were closed and Katniss wondered if he were dead or just sleeping. The realization that this must be how she ended up alive had her scrambling over the sand to check his breathing.

She laid her hand on his chest to feel for a heartbeat, then lowered her face just a hair's breadth from his. She could feel his breath fan across her face, and she released a grateful sigh. He was alive. She took a moment to study him - hair longer than her own. A nose perfectly straight, save for one slight bump that told Katniss it had been broken once. He had a long beard as well, that seemed scraggly and unkempt. His chest was chiseled more perfectly than a marble statue, waist tapered and perfectly indented in a V at his hips. Save for the tattered hair, he was beautiful. The perfect specimen of humanity.

She tried not to look further, but the temptation was too strong, and she was surprised to see it had grown in size since she last peeked. It twitched slightly, and Katniss jerked her head back to his face.

Eyes bluer than the ocean she'd been trapped in stared back at her, and no matter how uncomfortable she felt, she couldn't look away. She watched his gaze flit around curiously, roaming every inch of her face. She managed to tear her eyes away to his mouth. His chapped lips were slightly parted, and Katniss found herself wondering what they felt like. She stared at them, mesmerized, until a small grunt escaped them, breaking the trance. Her eyes returned to his, and coming to her senses, she backed away.

The man scrambled to his knees and followed her. He was quick, reaching for her and taking one arm in his hand for inspection, then the other. When he was satisfied there, he trailed his fingertips over her cheekbones, lightly turning her head to each side, then up and down, as he looked her over. His hands lowered to her shoulders, hooking into the strings of her swimsuit and tugging downward before Katniss realized what was happening. She gasped and yanked it back up, flashing the handsome stranger the scowl she was best known for. He cocked his head in answer and grunted again, a mischievous grin overtaking his face.

"Don't!" Katniss yelled at him, stomping her foot in the sand in defiance. How dare he think that he had a right to her body after saving her! She would have have none of that. "Where are your clothes?" Katniss barked at him as he stood, turning her face to the dense foliage beyond the beach. Her cheeks flamed with heat, but he walked toward her, sounding out another grunt, though this time Katniss sensed it was a question hanging between them in the humid evening air.

"Do you speak English?" she asked. There must be another group here on the island. By the look of the man in front of her they were probably Dutch, but Katniss had yet to hear a word in any language from him.

Katniss saw the confusion he felt as his brows furrowed together, but her eyes had a difficult time staying trained on his face, no matter how beautiful it was, because _that_ was on display. Knowing there wouldn't be much conversation until she could cover it, she walked around him d Katniss could think of nothing except how utterly ridiculous it all seemed - what her life had been a little over two weeks ago to what it looked like right now were two very different scenarios.

When she reached the palm tree, Katniss fell into the sand, panting anand took off down the beach toward the palm tree where she had left her things. She felt sand being kicked up around her legs and the steady breathing of the stranger as he easily caught up to her. She looked over at him, and unbidden her eyes traveled lower, focusing on a certain appendage that caught her eye mid-bounce. She ripped her gaze away and groaned. The man responded with a grunt of his own and Katniss shot him a curious look. He had a grin that covered his face from ear to ear, and thirsty for fresh water. She pulled the round, plastic container to her lips and gulped greedily, as if her life depended on it. Her eyes cut to the side when the blond stranger, still in all his glory, plopped down beside her, looking as though he exerted as much effort as he would on a lazy Sunday stroll.

He was staring at her, still wearing that goofy grin. Katniss wondered if he needed water, too, and she motioned for him to drink some. He took the canteen in hand, mimicking what he'd witnessed. Splashes of water fell onto his lips and chin as he shook its contents.

"No, no," Katniss chided him like a she would a five year old, wondering where he learned his manners. "Like this," she explained, touching her finger to his bearded chin and tipping his head back. She pressed the canteen to his lips and tilted it so that water dribbled into his mouth, then she pulled it away. "See?" She showed him again, then handed it back. He grunted in a way that made Katniss think she understood, then mimicked her movements again, correctly.

When he was finished, he handed the container back to Katniss, and moved closer to her. His manhood bobbed between his legs and she suddenly remembered why she had come back to the tree. She grabbed the orange cover up and stood, motioning the man to do the same. He jumped up quickly, a pleased smile plastered on his face. Katniss moved cautiously toward him, feeling his eyes on her the entire time. When she was standing close enough to him that she could wrap her arms around his waist and tie her cover up at his hip, she felt his arms encircle her gently. His grunt this time was low and thoughtful. The reverberations from his chest sent a chill down Katniss's spine, and she tied the knot quickly and broke away from his embrace.

"There. You're appropriate for the public eye," Katniss commented, stepping back to peruse her handiwork. Her eyes trailed the broad expanse of his chest, roamed the ridges of his arms, and felt a prick of something pleasurable low in her belly. How did he look even better wearing her cover up? She cocked her head to the side in thought.

The man cocked his head to the side, mirroring Katniss, then looked down at the orange fabric that covered him from waist to mid-thigh. He fingered the material, then gave it an annoyed tug and let it fall to the ground.

"Wait!" Katniss's eyes widened at the sight of his manhood again. He stood before her, unabashed in his nakedness as Katniss dropped her head, shielding her eyes with one hand while fumbling around his feet for the cover up.

She felt his hands on her shoulders, pulling her up just after she located the fabric. His eyes studied her, moving lower than her face this time. Katniss could tell he was young, her age even, by the smoothness of his skin and the youthful look in his bluer-than-the-ocean eyes. He picked at her swimsuit, grunting when Katniss slapped his hand away, admonishing him with a '_no'._ His brow came together in confusion or annoyance, Katniss couldn't discern.

Quicker this time, he pulled at the string keeping her top in place. Katniss smacked his hand away, a little harder and her '_no_' less gentle. He stepped away from her, looking down at himself, then back at her. Katniss could tell he was wondering about their differences.

"Clothes," she said, feeling the need to speak in one word answers. She pulled the cover up over her head to show him. Understanding seemed to dawn in his eyes, an excited grunt passing over his rough lips. Katniss didn't move as he made his way to her, pulling the orange dress up and over her head. She didn't know why she let him, but she had, and a feeling settled inside her that thoughts accompanying that one simple action might come back to her at night.

A flash of soft orange brought her back to reality, and she barked out a laugh at the sight before her. The blond stranger, who was seeming less and less like a stranger every minute she spent with him, had donned the cover up the same way Katniss had. The beach dress was small on him, and she couldn't believe it was any kind of comfortable against his skin. But there he was, threads threatening to split at the seams, hem hanging low enough to just cover the impressive package Katniss had already seen.

He laughed along with her, and Katniss could have melted at the twinkle in his eyes. His teeth were bright white. Katniss noticed one of his incisors was slightly crooked, but other than that they were perfect. She smiled back at him.

"What's your name?" she asked. Another grunt. "Your name?" she repeated, stepping forward as though her nearness would help him understand. He still didn't use any words. Only gruff groans with different inflections in the tone.

Placing a hand on her chest, Katniss said her name, then pointed to the man. He positioned his own hand on his chest, just as he'd seen Katniss do. He tried to repeat her, but the K sounded more like a G, he over enunciated the T, and drug out the double S in her name so long she found herself looking around for a serpent. She didn't mind, though.

"No. No, look," she tried again. "Kat-niss," she pronounced for him. Seeing he was about to pat his own chest and say her name again, she reached out for his hand, placing it over her heart. "Katniss." She picked his hand up and laid it back down on her chest once more, repeating her name. She watched as his gaze flickered from his hand to her face many times before he raised his hand slightly, letting it fall back above her beating heart.

"K-kat, n-niss."

"Yes!" Katniss cried out, proud that they had accomplished some kind of communication. She patted his hand over her chest, and the man smiled, knowing he was being praised.

"Katniss!" The call of Finnick's voice broke the spell of progress and comfort they had been making. The hand she had been grasping to her chest was yanked away, and she watched as the man quickly disappeared into the copse of trees just beyond them. She was about to call out for him until she realized she didn't know his name.

Moments later Finnick ran up to her on the beach. "My God, Katniss! We've been looking for you! You should have been at the campsite by now. What on earth have you been doing?"

He sounded genuinely concerned, and his hands grabbed her shoulders, giving her a gentle shake.

"S-sorry," she squeaked out. She wasn't sure she wanted to answer Finnick's question. She would have to admit to being pulled out to sea by the current he'd warned her about. Then she'd have to tell him about the man that saved her. She barely knew him, and what she'd heard about him wasn't endearing at all.

A thought occurred to her then, and she asked before she could think better of it. "Have you seen anyone else on this island? Other than us, I mean."

He gave her a strange look before answering. "No, it's just us here. Though, sometimes I get the feeling we're being watched. But I've never seen anyone else." He looked over her features, and Katniss wasn't sure if he would find the truth or not. She was a terrible actress. "Is that what you mean? You feel like you're being watched?"

Katniss nodded her head, grateful that she didn't have to outright lie to Finnick. "We all feel that way, but it's nothing. Just our imaginations," he said.

Katniss picked up her things and followed Finnick back to the campsite. She glanced around and listened intently, hoping to catch a glimpse of her savior from earlier. Every step she took was filled once again with the sense they were being watched, but this time Katniss didn't mind.

* * *

><p>Reviews please! What do you think? Pbg<p> 


	3. Chapter 3

Thanks a million to Burkygirl and Xerxia for their awesome beta skills! They help this story along so much!

* * *

><p>Around the makeshift dinner table, Katniss kept her eyes low and her ears perked, though she wouldn't be able to hear anything with the way the three men around her were carrying on.<p>

The ruckus had started with her own flesh and blood telling a mild dirty joke, and was escalating as each one of them took a turn trying to one-up the other. The whole thing was tiresome and boring, and Katniss found herself longing for the company of another person.

Her thoughts drifted back to the mysterious man that had saved her earlier that day. She really hadn't stopped thinking about him at all since he'd run into the tropical forest like a mad man, wearing her orange sundress. The vision of it made Katniss's laughter bubble up to uncontainable proportions until it spilled over into the group.

"You liked that one, Kitty?" Finnick asked, catching Katniss by surprise. Her laughter subsided at the pet name he'd coined for her as soon as they'd met on the plane. She stared at him a moment, willing the scowl to stay behind the delicate mask of merriment. She had to play along, knowing she couldn't tell any of the men about her savior. At least not yet, not until she knew more about him. Why he was on the island. Where he came from. Why he was so… uncovered. A blush crept over Katniss's cheeks as she remembered how close she was to him, to _it._

"Yeah. Yeah that one was... funny," Katniss said, clearing her throat and trying to sound interested. She must have succeeded, since Finnick looked pleased at her response. But before any more conversation could be directed her way, Katniss stood and excused herself to her tent, letting them know she was exhausted from the day.

Once inside her quarters, Katniss considered going over to the stream to wash up, but the thought of it made her nervous, unsure if the sense she was being watched was heightened now because she _knew_ it was real, or if he would actually be watching. The idea of being naked in front of stranger, even one that had seemed so at ease in his own skin, left her feeling vulnerable. She didn't think the man would hurt her. The fact that he'd risked his own life to save her made her believe he wasn't capable of that. And his smile and curious demeanor gave him a quirky innocence that was charming, despite his uncivilized nature.

Katniss decided against it, clambering into her cot, even though she still had sea salt and sand covering parts of her body. She'd had enough adventure for one day.

* * *

><p><em>Tentacles of light surrounded Katniss, reaching past her and fading deep below, into darkness. She looked up at the sun bobbing in the sky. She felt weightless, calm. Looking around she noticed its tranquil beauty - the blue, clear liquid ebbing around her. She swiped her hand through it, relishing the silky feel of it between her fingers, the way she loved the cool sand sifting through her toes. <em>

_The light began to recede, its rays retracting as if to let her go. An alarm went off inside her, suddenly aware of a tightness in her chest. Oxygen. She needed to breathe. Kicking relentlessly to reach the top was no use. The tug of the abyss was too great. She opened her mouth to scream for help, but water rushed in, drowning any chance she had of survival._

"Aaaaaahhhhhhh!" Katniss screamed, sitting straight up in her cot, gasping to fill her air-starved lungs. She clutched the thin blanket to her chest, which heaved as she drew in each precious breath. It was a dream. A nightmare, really. But it was too real.

"Katniss!" Finnick's voice was troubled, the zipper tugged up in record time as he burst into her tent. The lantern on the small bedside table illuminated the space well enough that Katniss saw a flash of metal, alerting her to the large weapon in his hand.

"What are you doing with that?" Katniss bellowed, eyes focused on the gun. The men insisted on having them at all times for protection. They had tried to leave one with Katniss, but she refused. She'd rather take her chances with a large stick.

"I thought you might be under attack," he replied, looking around the tent for signs of an intruder. _That's ridiculous_, Katniss thought. They were the only ones on the island. Well, that the others knew of anyway.

"By who? This island is uninhabited," she said, knowing better.

"It's not uninhabited by wild animals, Katniss." The monotone sound of his voice pricked at her drowsiness. He didn't seem to know anything about an unidentified person wandering around. The questions about the stranger swirled around her in a fog. She felt exhausted, and with a near death experience under her belt, all Katniss wanted was a peaceful night's sleep. Answers would have to wait until morning.

"I'm fine," she replied, her words clipped and to the point. She wanted him out.

Finnick gestured an apology with his hands, but his expression spoke of silent dejection. He disappeared with only the sound of the zipper being tugged back into place.

* * *

><p>In the distance, the faint shriek of monkeys echoed through the tent. They were reliable as an alarm, and Katniss knew it was time to get up when she heard it. Light was creeping through the canopy of limbs and overgrown leaves above the sheer roof of the tent. She loved that she could gaze up at the many shades of green before rising out of bed, but this morning she only wanted to sleep.<p>

Rolling onto her side and burying her face into the cot, Katniss took in a deep breath, inhaling something familiar. Something that smelled distinctly like a man. Musky with notes of salty sea air and the feel of sand. She picked up her head enough to get a glimpse of orange fabric stuffed under her flat pillow and immediately bolted off the cot, eyes glancing furiously around the space when she realized where it had to have come from.

* * *

><p>Katniss stayed close to camp, wary of any more dips in the sea for now, finally heeding Finnick's warning since she'd experienced the danger first hand. She spent the day resting in the hammock her uncle had hung their first day on the island. It was uneventful except for the sighting of an exquisitely beautiful green and silver butterfly flitting through the trees, wings shaped like elaborate puzzle pieces. She chased it with her camera, snapping shots of the graceful insect every place it landed.<p>

When Katniss could follow it no further, she returned to the hammock, disheartened. It was close to mid-afternoon, and she had been waiting all day for a face-to-face visit from her jungle man. He knew where she was, after all. The sundress under her pillow that morning had proven it.

The sun was hanging low behind the trees when her Uncle, Finnick, and Finnick's right hand, Marvel, returned to camp, tired from their day of trekking up small mountains and through tangled vines. Katniss felt a tinge of disappointment. She couldn't deny that she had wanted to see the stranger again, and now he surely wouldn't come to her. She complained of a headache and excused herself from their company. Inside her tent, she opened a small container of peanut butter and a sleeve of crackers for dinner, then went to sleep.

* * *

><p><em>Katniss peered at the shafts of light imprisoning her. She'd been here before, and she knew right away that its beauty was deadly. She began kicking immediately, unwilling to wait for the murky depths to tug her down. Her lungs began to burn like a city on fire, and her cry for help felt strangled and useless.<em>

Sitting upright in her bed again, Katniss heard her scream echo throughout the jungle.

"Katniss? Are you alright?" Finnick asked, this time leaving the canvas barrier between them. She was grateful for it.

"Yes. Just a bad dream." Finnick's footsteps across the jungle floor receded into the still of the night. Katniss laid back down, tossing and turning, before finally succumbing to slumber once more.

* * *

><p>Katniss's eyes blinked open sleepily once again to the wild screeching of monkeys playing in trees along the mountainside. She stretched and yawned, pointing her toes and raising her arms overhead before standing.<p>

Reaching for her clothes, she stopped as her eyes adjusted to the dim light, her gaze drawn to a pair of fluttering wings. It wasn't there the night before - this cage made of small, strong vines twined together in a ball, a shimmery, green butterfly captured within. It was the type of butterfly she had taken pictures of the day before, if not the exact same one.

A huge smile erupted onto her face. The blond stranger, _her _blond stranger, had left her a gift. A second gift if she counted the return of her sundress.

The smile stayed put for too long, garnering the attention of her Uncle over breakfast.

"What's got you all bent into shape?" Haymitch asked after the other two men had excused themselves to get ready for the day. Katniss had never been accused of having a sunny disposition, but try as she might, the scowl would not come. Katniss couldn't stop thinking about him, about the crazy turn her life had taken. A secret admirer on a deserted island after divorcing a gay husband? Ludicrous might be a better term for it.

"I'm just happy to be here," she answered cautiously. Katniss had thought about adding 'with you' at the end, but left it off knowing her uncle would surely suspect something strange was going on. She wanted to have a little adventure of her own, and she didn't need anyone poking their noses into her little secret. Okay, it was a big secret. A secret she should probably divulge, but they were only here for another five and a half weeks. What could happen between now and then?

Uncle Haymitch gave her a doubtful look and sat back in his chair. "You better not be playing tonsil hockey or swapping bodily fluids with Mr. Odair at night, you hear?"

"What? Ew!" Not even the thought of her stranger could wipe the disgust off her face. "Why would you even think that?" She glared at her Uncle.

"Well, something's got you all…" he paused as if reaching for the right word, rubbing his finger thoughtfully over his stubbled chin. "Cheery. Seems like it might be a man, but there's only two here that could be responsible for that, and neither one of them are your type."

"Thanks for the warning," Katniss deadpanned, waiting for the punchline that 'not her type' was _straight_. It never came.

The uncomfortable silence between them, and the fact the her uncle continued to stare at her as though he could read her every thought like the pages of a controversial novel, forced her to get moving. "I'm gonna go wash up," she announced hastily. "See you at dinner."

"Be careful, Katniss," Haymitch called after her. "You may be stubborn as a mule, but you're still my niece." She didn't know what he was referring to. Whether he knew something about her secret man, or if he actually thought she was interested in Finnick. She shivered.

Finnick was nice enough, attentive when he felt necessary, and attractive for sure. The sculpted muscles that rippled beneath whatever fabric he was wearing drew the eyes of many a lady, Katniss was sure. His teeth were so perfect she wanted to rearrange them slightly crooked; eyes so green and bright they sparkled like freshly polished emeralds, hair the color of rust on vintage metal. It was unfair to the rest of humanity that a man so splendid walked the same earth as they, and that was exactly why Katniss wasn't interested. He was too perfect on the outside, which meant he carried too much baggage on the inside. Katniss was imperfect enough without adding a whole other person to that equation.

The men left shortly after that, and boredom promptly chased away any caution she may have agreed to. She packed up a few supplies, including her butterfly, deciding to go back to the beach. She wanted to thank him and thought maybe there he would show himself. Possibly the familiar place would give him enough courage to come out and talk, or rather, make incoherent noises, to her again.

Once there, Katniss sat under the same tree, wearing the same orange dress, holding the handmade cage in her palms. She studied it and found a sliver of something - bark maybe? - tied around two of the vines. She pulled at it until it came loose and made a small opening. Sticking her finger inside to release the butterfly from its confines, she was surprised when it landed on her knuckle and perched there far longer than she thought possible.

After the butterfly retreated back to the cover of the trees, Katniss busied herself collecting sea shells that the morning tide had left behind. She dug her toes into the soft sand, waded into the shallow waters to wash the shells, and strolled up and down the shoreline, trying to pass time and coax him out of hiding. She knew he was there. She could feel his eyes on her every move.

When the sun was about to touch the water's horizon, Katniss gave up. She walked reluctantly back to the tree and gathered her things, stuffing her new shells into the cage for safekeeping, and set off to the campsite.

Since she was back before the others, Katniss washed up quickly in the stream and readied the campfire for a pot of stew. She was starving and grateful that Finnick had spent so much purchasing the best camping food money could buy. The dehydrated packs were better than some of the high-dollar cuisine her husband had treated her to on their date nights.

The conversation over dinner wasn't much. The three men seemed exhausted, offering no recap on the day's work. Katniss didn't ask, eager for the meal to be over. Her mind was elsewhere. She wondered if her stranger would visit again tonight? The anticipation was almost enough to keep her awake. But the sun and exercise she'd had that day was stronger, pulling her under like an anchor. Down, down, deep down into the murky depths, the same troublesome rays caging her in.

Katniss found herself sitting up in bed again, shivering and sweating after the recurring nightmare. She couldn't get out of the dream as quickly, and was surprised her lungs had any function at all. It had felt more than real that time.

"Kitty? You okay?" Finnick's voice was distant. He'd heard her again, but hadn't bothered to get out of bed this time. Just as well, Katniss thought.

"Yeah," she hollered back, her voice raspy in her ears. She tossed the thin cover off, too unbearably hot to keep it on. It took an hour, but she finally drifted back asleep to the sound of raindrops falling in soft, rhythmic beats atop the forest canopy.

* * *

><p>The monkeys were unusually loud, waking Katniss quicker than normal. They sounded as if they were just over the stream behind their camp. She had yet to see one, though she'd looked up into the mammoth trees every day since she'd arrived. The lower foliage probably shielded them from the prying eyes of any predators below.<p>

Ignoring the rumble of her stomach and the pull of weariness, Katniss's eyes landed on the cotside table, anticipating a third gift from her admirer. Her empty stomach fell at the bare space. He hadn't come. Or at least if he had, he didn't leave anything. She knew it was foolish. He'd only really left her one gift, and she chastised herself for silly hopes. _You don't know anything about him, _her conscience chimed in. She wanted to. No matter the consequences. He was rugged and exciting to Katniss, and the pull she felt toward him was unmistakable in its intensity.

Dressed for the day, she emerged to join her Uncle for breakfast, silently glad that Finnick and Marvel were still asleep in their tents. The ground beneath her feet squished as she walked, soggy from the night's rain.

"You know those monkeys you hear every morning?" Haymitch asked after she seated herself in a chair. "We ran into a pack of 'em. They're not so friendly." He sounded disturbed as he reached for the carafe they used for coffee. He poured them both a cup. "We took off running and ended up falling down a small ravine. Climbing back out took every ounce of strength we had left, and then the trek back here on top of that wiped them out."

Katniss stared at her uncle with rounded eyes. She hadn't once had the feeling of being in danger, except for the obvious time she was, and she barely felt it now, though she probably should. For now, hunger was at the forefront of her mind as she eyed her Uncle's plate.

"You need to be careful. They've got big, sharp teeth, and they travel in packs. You'd be no match on your own," he warned, scooping a helping of eggs into his mouth, continuing to speak in spite of them. "Stay at camp today. I don't think they'll come to this side of the island, but you _will_ keep a gun near you from now on, understand?" Katniss hated being treated like a child, but she knew her uncle would have it no other way. The alternative would surely be going with them on their expeditions, or having Marvel as a bodyguard 24/7. She didn't want to confess that she already had a protector, not yet anyway. If she wanted a chance to see the stranger, she'd have to agree, but she didn't have to obey. An idea began to form in her head.

"All right," she said, probably too eagerly judging by the look in her Uncle's eyes. She stuffed her mouth full of eggs and focused her attention on her coffee.

Back in her tent, Katniss decided to sift through the sea shells to occupy her time before the others left for the day. She grabbed the cage, pulling at the little trap door, wondering at how skilled his hands must be to make something so intricate. She pulled out the first shell, surprised to find it was attached by a thin green rope to a second shell, and then a third. Confused, Katniss drew the objects out, wondering how seaweed had made it's way into her collection. She hadn't put it there.

Once it was free, Katniss held it up, and knew right away who it was from. A thrill raced through her and goosebumps piled on top of her flesh. She lifted the circle and draped it around her neck. It laid perfectly, resting loosely just below the hollow of her throat. She had to find him. To thank him somehow for these gestures. She knew she'd never forget these simple actions from someone who, so apparently, didn't have much.

* * *

><p>"Bye!" She called after the trio as they left camp. "Be safe!" She had never really said as much to them before, and she hoped she didn't seem like she was overcompensating, but she really did want them to be safe. It felt like the right thing to say.<p>

Finnick had gone through the basics of how to use the gun he left her - how to load the extra bullets should she need them, to leave the safety on until she absolutely needed to shoot, and to aim straight and confident, always looking at where your target is. Not that she needed the mini lesson. She was purposely about to head off into the tropics completely unarmed in search of a pack of monkeys.

A voice inside told her it could be suicide, and at the very minimum could cut their trip short for (questionable) medical attention on the mainland. But she had a feeling she wouldn't need it. He was always watching, and if he wouldn't show himself to her then she was going to draw him out.

After changing into long pants, adding a light jacket over her tank top and slipping her camera over her neck, Katniss set off in the same direction as the others. She wasn't a novice at following tracks. Her father had taken her many times into the woods back home where they'd tracked all sorts of animals.

Katniss kept off their path, staying adjacent so they wouldn't notice her own prints in the muddy terrain. Finally, she heard what she was looking for. The pack of wild monkeys. They weren't howling like in the morning. They were grunting, an almost imperceptible sound unless you were close enough. Her heartbeat sped up. Katniss knew this was a risk. Part of her was screaming to turn back, but once her mind was made up, there was no backing out.

She crept quietly along the jungle floor, careful not to step on twigs or other things that would bring too much attention until she could locate the pack and assess the situation. If there were too many, she might have to reconsider her plan. Haymitch's warning rang louder in her ears with every step and perspiration trickled down her brow.

Finally, after what seemed like forever, Katniss reached a small, circular clearing. The sun shone down in the center of a ring of trees. She crouched low behind a large bush skirting the edge and surveyed the area. The grunts were few and far between, but almost right on top of her.

Out of nowhere, a small monkey landed on the jungle floor and began rolling around. Almost immediately another followed and jumped on top of it. They wrestled like brother and sister, one taking a shot and then running away, while the other pursued. They seemed harmless enough. If these were the monkeys that had chased away three grown men, Katniss would never let them live it down.

Back and forth they went, and Katniss watched, mesmerized, forgetting for a blissful moment what she was doing. She responded quickly like any photographer would, bringing her camera up to her eye. She adjusted the focus, and held her finger down for rapid fire shots, wanting to catch every move the playful monkeys made. Too late, she realized they could hear the quick snap of the shutter, and through her lens she could see they had stopped to look in her direction. They zipped back up one of the trees faster than Katniss could remove the camera from in front of her face.

Everything fell silent. Eerily so. Limbs frozen, Katniss's eyes moved upwards, counting the seconds until she thought she would be safe to move out of her hiding place. Nothing. The monkeys had disappeared, probably moved on to a different playground. She was an intruder in their world after all.

About to leave her spot, Katniss glanced up quickly and nearly fainted. Monkeys lined the trees directly overhead. The ones she's seen moments ago must have been babies because these were very real, and very large adults. Probably 5 times the others' size. There must have been more than fifty pair of eyes on her, so densely crowded together that the brown of their fur cloaked most of the green of the leaves. She wanted to scream, but the giant boulder lodged in her throat blocked any sound from escaping.

Katniss tried to move, eyes never leaving the feet of monkey on the lowest limb. He was closest and she dared not look him in the eyes and risk provoking him. One toe in the direction of camp, the direction of a weapon she never wanted to use, brought on a deafening sound as the large mammal bared his fangs to Katniss with a roar, inciting the others to do the same.

It was terrifying. Katniss's eyes zeroed in on the powerful animal's muscles, contracting and ready to attack. She fell to the ground at the first sign of movement. She covered her head, pulled her knees into her chest and squeezed her eyes tight.

The sound of so fierce a group of monkeys grunting and howling made her long for the ocean's peaceful death. She screamed along with them, and only after a few agonizing seconds had passed, did she dare to open her eyes. Her stomach swooped at the sight of her stranger, his hair flowing down to the middle of his back in waves the color of wheat, every muscle in his tanned back tensed and ready.

Even though he wasn't facing her, Katniss could tell his stance was protective. Fear for him clamped down on her with jaws of steel, even more so than for her own life. She had caused this, and now if he was hurt, or worse, because of it she would never forgive herself. But what could she do? She was powerless to help him.

The man issued a series of grunts, deep and forceful. Was he communicating with them? Katniss only had the faintest clue of what was happening.

The pack quieted as the large animal responded with his own grunts, but their body language remained the same. Katniss could feel the tension coiled tight, about to snap from both the animals and the stranger.

Suddenly, the animal lunged, swiping a sharp claw at the man. He jumped back, and just as quickly as they had come, they were gone. Katniss looked up to see a few of the monkeys retreating, but she was amazed at how little sound they made.

Eyes focused back in front of her, Katniss stood, brushing herself off and breathing deep to slow the adrenaline still racing through her. She had so much to thank him for. He turned when she reached out to touch his shoulder, and her eyes widened in shock at the red gash across his abdomen.

* * *

><p>Back at the camp, Katniss coaxed the man to lay down on her cot, where she covered him up to his waist with her blanket. She'd had to reassure him many times during their long hike back that taking him there was okay. "O-kay," she'd repeated slowly, gripping his hand in hers. She'd had to remove her jacket to dab the cut several times.<p>

Katniss knew they had a first aid kit, and as much as she detested nursing, it was her mother's profession and she'd taught Katniss a few things through the years. She dug through the plethora of medical items pulling out alcohol wipes and cotton swabs. She began to clean the wound. The man's stomach tensed at the touch of the burning liquid, and he grabbed her wrist, alarm in his eyes.

"O-kay," she repeated softly, then brushed a hand over his forehead hoping the gesture would help him relax. Looking into his crystal blue eyes she saw apprehension, and she longed to soothe it away.

"O-kay," he repeated, and Katniss smiled at the sound of his voice, deep and sensuous. She wanted to hear it again. She vowed to get him to speak again, but for now she needed to assess how deep the gash was.

The blood had finally ceased flowing, and she was able to see that it was about a half inch deep. It would need stitches. She glanced nervously at her stranger, hoping he would understand she was trying to help when she stuck a needle and thread into him.

Katniss remembered being nervous when her mother would patch up her injuries as a little girl, and how she would sing to her to keep her mind occupied, so she began to hum a tune. It was a lullaby, but right away he seemed taken with the sound of it. Katniss began to sing the words as she worked to thread the needle. When she was ready, she showed him the small, sharp instrument, and said the word 'okay' again.

He bit back a groan when she pierced his skin but stayed still, and Katniss was able to finish the stitching quickly. She adhered a bandage to cover the wound, then washed the dried sweat and blood from his stomach, making note of the many ridges that formed his lean abdominal wall. Her fingers drifted over his skin as she worked, marveling at its softness. Katniss was broken from her trance when she heard his breathing deepen.

Putting her things away, she helped him sit up on the cot, trying not to think about him naked where she slept. The blanket fell down around his hips, almost exposing him again.

"Wait," she said to him, using her hands in a stopping motion. "I'll be back." He may not have understood her, but it helped her to speak to him in complete sentences.

Katniss ran to Finnick's tent and rummaged through his things, deciding on a pair of khaki shorts buried deep in his bag. She hoped he wouldn't miss them. She was happy to find her stranger, though she couldn't really call him a stranger at this point, in the place where she'd left him. His eyes found hers immediately, warm and curious. He looked almost childlike, so innocent and unspoiled that Katniss wanted to fold him in her arms.

"Pants," she said, holding them in front of her for his inspection. His lips pursed, as if he were trying out the first letter. Katniss said it again, encouraging him. She slipped them on over her own shorts, "See?", then removed them, extending the fabric in his direction. Head cocked to the side, brow knit in wonder, he reached for the pants. Katniss looked away when he finally stood, the drapery falling away completely.

"Katniss." Her head snapped around when the sound of her name fell from his lips. It sounded perfect, as though he'd practiced it over and over.

"Yes," she answered with a warm smile. The pants were a good fit, she noticed, although they remained unfastened. Closing the distance she reached out for the waistband. When her fingers grazed the flesh there, fine blond hairs tickling her knuckles, he sucked in a breath. Her eyes lifted to find his, a darker shade of blue than before. Katniss blew out a steadying breath when she felt her pulse speed up.

"Katniss," he said again, capturing her hands in his after she finished hooking the pants together. He placed her hand on his chest causing her blood to whoosh through her veins like water down a slide. "Peet-a."

"Peter?" she copied, her fingers widening of their own accord to splay across his smooth chest. The edge of his beard brushed the back of her hand. She loved the fervor she found in his eyes, but she wanted to see the rest of his face. His cheeks, his chin, the flesh of his lips, the curve of his neck.

"Peeta," he said again. One hand found its way to the space above her heart, flattening his palm over her bare skin. "Katniss."

"Peeta." The whisper of his name certainly didn't drown out the sound of her wildly beating heart. She cleared her throat and pulled her hand away, saying his name in a clearer tone. He seemed reluctant to let go. She stepped back to look him over, his eyes doing the same with her. She thought he looked good.

The pants sat just below his hips, where the distinct V most men tried desperately for years to achieve disappeared, ending in above his knees. His calves were solid and defined, and even though the shorts covered his thighs, Katniss already knew how thick they were. Her gaze travelled the length of him. From pecs she could mold her palms around, across broad shoulders, over a ridge of hulking bicep, finally landing on forearms so thick they might split the sleeve of one of Finnick's shirts.

Katniss felt a surge of heat flash through her veins, her eyes slipping closed just for a moment. Imagining. When she opened them, they landed on the one thing that kept her from seeing all of him - his beard. He was looking intently at her when she snapped her fingers and a sly grin took over her face.

Pulling him into the open, Katniss stopped in front of Haymitch's tent. "Wait," she told him, with one hand on his chest to hold him in place. She emerged from the canvas with scissors, a razor, and a can of gel in her hand, tugging Peeta towards the stream where she sat him down on a large rock. The water was only knee deep there, and Katniss waded in front of him as she cut off chunks of the long, matted beard.

Peeta had flinched, pulling back at first, unsure of what Katniss doing. She reassured him by cupping his cheeks, looking directly in his eyes as she said 'okay' over again until he relaxed enough for her to continue.

Once his beard was considerably shorter, Katniss's heart began to race again. It was as if she could see the unfolding of a masterpiece, and the thrill of discovering it was barreling through her. She raised her eyes to his for what felt like the millionth time. She loved staring into them, the blue rich enough to make the sky and oceans jealous. They weren't concentrated on hers, though, like they had been. Instead they were blatantly focused on the rise and fall of her chest as she steadied her excitement with a deep breaths. Instead of being offended, like she normally would have, Katniss found it genuinely intriguing, there was a sweet naivety to his stare.

When it was time to begin using the razor, Katniss lathered the gel into a foam in her palms, anxious to have her hands on him again. Covered in a white cloud, she began to skim away the remnants of his beard, each careful stroke revealing skin so fresh and clean Katniss could literally eat off of it. She felt the heat of his breath and the fierceness of his stare as she concentrated on her task, periodically dipping the sharp instrument into the stream, washing away the residue.

Finished, Katniss stood to study her stranger, finally able to see him clearly for the first time. She almost fainted headfirst into the flowing waters. He was _magnificent_. His eyes were beautiful but the rest of him was just as captivating - a jaw that was strong and angled, a chin with a cleft so adorable Katniss had to restrain her finger from tracing it. His lower lip was the kind that begged to be drawn between nibbling teeth, tongue caressing the ache left behind. His neck was just as thick and strong as the rest of his body, and Katniss was anything but disappointed. If GQ Magazine knew this man was alive, he'd be a millionaire.

"Peeta," she said his name, unable to tear her eyes away. His gaze was fixed on her as well, and when he moved toward her she saw something in his expression she'd never seen in her husband's - desire.

"Katniss." He stopped in front of her, hands fisting as if he didn't know what to do with them. He finally reached for her hand.

"Okay?" he asked, taking her hand before leading her to the opposite side of the stream. He must have meant to lead her somewhere, same as she had done with him. So she followed, completely and utterly entranced with him.

An hour's hike later, Katniss walked out onto a massive rock cliff hanging over the ocean. She gasped at the view. She could see leagues of blue ocean in front of her and miles of shoreline on either side. Peeta led her to the edge of the rock and sat down, the slight tug on her arm an invitation to join him. She did, and let her legs dangle over the side next to his. Peeta pointed to the light. "Sun. Go down."

Katniss smiled at him. They were the first words she recognized that were his own. He did - or _had_ - known at least some English words. "Yes," she praised. "Sunset."

"Sunset," he tested the word. Katniss listened as he whispered through the words he knew. _Peeta. Katniss. Okay. Sunset._

"Ocean," she said, pointing into the waves, waiting for him to repeat her. "Sky," she added after he did, motioning over their heads. They went on for a while, Katniss giving one syllable words for everything that surrounded them, Peeta repeating with the inquisitive nature of a young child.

She paused, not wanting to overwhelm him, and their eyes locked. He hadn't shied away from their stares once since she'd met him, and she didn't think this time would be any different. His hand was situated on the rock behind her, his arm occasionally brushing her back. They were close. So close. She saw his eyes drift to her lips, and from the corner of her eye she perceived his hand rising to her face. She felt that he was going to press his mouth to hers. And she was going to let him. Here, now, with the sunset and the breeze, and the lazy hum of cresting waves. She closed her eyes, waiting for the soft touch of skin, felt his hand on her neck. It had been so long since she'd been touched by anyone.

Katniss was on the edge of releasing a soft moan when she felt something calloused tapping on her neck, causing her delightful haze to diminish. Her eyes fluttered open, landing on his freshly shaven skin. He was looking down, and she realized he was tapping on her necklace. The one he'd left for her this morning. Suddenly aware she'd leaned into him, she pulled back slightly, fingering the shells until she realized he wanted the word for them.

Her cheeks felt hot, and she knew it was from embarrassment that she'd almost kissed this poor unsuspecting soul, not from the sun that had been shining on their faces the last hour.

"Um, necklace," she instructed, coughing when her throat caught on the word. "Necklace."

He handled the shells for a little longer, repeating the word a few times before letting go. His hand ghosted along her neck and into her hair. She had to fight the moan rising from within when he tugged on it gently.

"H-hair," she told him, the sensation tying her tongue.

"Hair," he whispered to himself, moving his fingers to her eyes to indicate he wanted to know that as well.

"Eyes," she breathed out, wondering how many body parts he was going to ask about and if she would be able to hold it together if he tried to touch her anyplace below her chin. His fingers drifted down, Katniss sounding out the word for him to echo.

"Cheek."

"Nose."

"Chin."

When his finger traced her bottom lip she sucked in air and fought to keep her eyes from rolling back in her head. "Mouth." If he kept going she might throw herself off the cliff and end this ridiculous frustration.

Needing to stop his traverse of her very sensitized skin, Katniss took his hand, teaching him the word in an effort to focus on less sensual parts of the body, but _damn_. Every place on Peeta seemed to spark something in her.

The sun was a third of the way set when Katniss bristled, realizing her group would be back at camp soon, and she was a minimum of forty five minutes away. Peeta jumped up when she did, following her in the direction she knew they'd come from. She pushed through a few overgrown leaves dotting the trail that must have been carved out over years of usage.

"Katniss… Okay?" Peeta asked. "Wait." He moved in front of her and used the same stopping motion she had shown him back at camp.

"Yes, Peeta. Katniss okay," she told him, hating the worried look on his face. She pointed back to the cliff "Sunset." Then in the opposite direction. "Home." She hoped Peeta understood what she needed - to get back to camp. Fast. He seemed to get it, but Katniss couldn't wait any longer. She knew he would follow, so she took off at a run down the trail. Just over a ridge, with Peeta trailing behind her, she slipped on a pile of leaves covering soft mud, made from the rains the night before.

It all seemed to happen in slow motion - Katniss's fall to the ground, hearing her name frantic on Peeta's lips, sliding down the steep embankment, landing at the bottom in a tangled heap.

* * *

><p>So? Are you interested? How do you feel the interaction with Everlark is? Talk to me! Pbg<p> 


	4. Chapter 4

**A/N - **There is a verse in Genesis that talks about how, after creation, (and I'm not debating creation here, just referencing) Adam looked around and saw that every beast had its mate, and he wondered where he fit. He knew he didn't belong with the animals, but yet there was no other of his kind. I feel like this chapter is that for Peeta. He's been marooned on an island with no human contact whatsoever for two decades, and he's finally found his equal. As you are reading I want you to remember that our golden boy hasn't been raised in society, with its expectations and social taboos. He's raw and real and human, so I'm writing him that way. I didn't write him naked for shock value. I wrote him naked because what man can fit into, or would even have, the clothes he was shipwrecked with 20 years later? Possibly I'm not even writing him as raw as I should, given that he's Peeta. That being said, you should in no way be nervous to read this, but do realize those points. This fic is rated M from here on out. If the change in rating bothers you, message me and I'll see about posting alternate, T-rated chapters.

**Part 3**

The jungle was calm, the exact opposite of Katniss's racing mind and thudding heart. She laid still, piecing together what happened. It had all been so sudden. She remembered darting toward camp and then the earth was swirling around her as she tumbled downward, hitting the base of the hill like a rock.

Her back hurt, as well as her arms, but that was nothing compared to the throbbing in her left ankle. Katniss groaned in discomfort as she slowly sat up to try and assess her condition and surroundings.

"Katniss!"

She whipped her head toward the sound of Peeta's voice, wincing when the scene before her spun in circles. Once the dizziness stopped, she looked up in the direction she'd fallen from and her mouth dropped open. A long trail of gashes in the mud beginning high above her, marked where she hit as she fell. She was lucky that her ankle seemed to be the only serious injury.

Peeta was halfway down the slope, watching her intently, his eyes only leaving hers to weave a strong vine through every other tree as he descended. And even then it was just for a moment. When he reached Katniss, he knelt down to inspect her body. A few gasps broke from Katniss's lips as Peeta moved her limbs around, his fingers sliding over a some tender spots along her arms.

She tried to stand up, but Peeta stilled her. "Katniss okay?" he asked. His hands were on her shoulders, gently holding her down. For the most part, she felt alright. There were a few places that hurt, but nothing that seemed unmanageable.

"Yes, Peeta," Katniss answered. He lifted her to her feet, but she crumpled against him with a shout as soon as her throbbing ankle took on weight.

"Katniss okay?" he asked again, his arms protectively closing around her. She wanted to say yes, but it was obvious to her, and to Peeta as well, that she wasn't okay. Katniss reminded herself she had a high tolerance for pain and could most likely climb out of this mini canyon with minimal help. With that thought in mind, she stepped toward the vine Peeta had brought down to help them climb, but more weight on her ankle only sent her to her knees, trying to stifle a cry of pain.

Before she could argue, she found herself hoisted up and over one of his broad shoulders, with a view of his backside that, had she not been in pain and slightly annoyed at his caveman response, Katniss would have appreciated. She could do nothing about her current situation, so she positioned her hands on his back to steady the sway of her body as he climbed.

At the top, Peeta didn't put her down, but continued down the trail. "Peeta?" she implored. "Down?" Katniss needed a break from being upside down for the last fifteen minutes, and surely Peeta needed a break as well. He'd just carried the equivalent of a bulk-weight bag of flour up a steep ridge.

To Katniss's relief, Peeta stopped and set her down on the trail. She groaned at the sensation of being righted, and felt the blood begin to drain from her head. Looking at him, Katniss couldn't believe Peeta wasn't breathing any harder than he was. "Peeta, are you okay?"

He grinned at her and nodded once. Sitting beside her, he gently picked up one arm and began to wipe at her skin, caked in mud. It had already started to dry, and try as he might, he could only clean away so much of it. The jungle was beginning to come alive with the sounds of animals' evening activities. Most of them fed under the cover of darkness and Peeta seemed anxious to go. He stood, reaching for Katniss's waist to heave her onto his shoulder again, but she stopped him, pulling him back down.

"No." He looked at her strangely when she turned him around. He complied, although rigidly so. She caught a quick glimpse of his perfectly rounded backside, before pulling herself on to his back. She wrapped her legs around his waist and his arms instinctively vined around her knees. She felt his palms splay over her calves. She didn't want to be carried upside down anymore, but this position may prove to be her undoing. Arms around his shoulders, breasts pressed against his back, and legs squeezing his hips. After being situated, Peeta started back down the trail.

"Home?" Katniss asked him. She hoped he understood she needed to get back to camp. If the others had made it back already and noticed her missing, they would surely come looking. How could she explain it to Peeta? She knew she would have to, and soon, but there was still so much to find out. And she didn't want to do that in the company of their prying eyes.

Peeta grunted what sounded like a contradiction. "Peeta, home." Katniss said sternly. She felt his head shake as he continued tromping through the jungle. Katniss's had no idea where they were headed, and her stomach clenched in dread at what the aftermath of her being gone so late could bring.

Soon she heard the sound of running water, and at first she thought Peeta had brought her back to the stream. But as they grew closer, the sound amplified and Katniss knew the waters in the stream by her camp didn't run that quickly.

She could see the ground change from dampened soil to pebbles and larger rocks, and she knew they were on the edge of a water source. Peeta lowered her onto a boulder at the water's edge and Katniss glanced around. It couldn't be the same stream she had washed in by camp. The banks were further apart, which meant the canopy of trees had opened up. She could see the appearance of a few stars in the darkened blue sky above.

Her focus turned to Peeta, who had unzipped the shorts she'd borrowed for him and was pushing them down his narrow hips. Katniss sucked in a breath and turned her face back to the stars, though she wasn't seeing them anymore. He bent over next to her and tenderly slid her Tevas from her feet, careful not cause her any more pain.

She felt him straighten and she chanced a look at him. She was eye level with his chest, watching his pectorals move as his arms lowered to her sides. Instinctively she clenched her elbows to her waist when she felt the upward tug of her tank top. The sound of her name falling so carefully from his lips pulled her gaze to his.

His eyes were searching, honest and completely trustworthy. She felt safe, if a little awkward, and so she relaxed her grip on the material. It was carefully lifted over her head and Katniss held onto a gasp when her nipples were exposed to the cooling jungle air. She hadn't worn a bra since she'd been on the island, so there was nothing to hide her mediocre breasts from sight. She looked away, folding her arms loosely across her chest, trying to maintain a sense of decency, and a little pride. But Peeta's hands at the waistline of her pants had her reaching for the steadiness of the rock underneath her.

She hesitantly raised her hips as he dragged the material down her mud-covered legs, mindful of slipping it over her ankle. She followed his gaze to the white underwear that had been drawn just past her hip bones, still covering her most intimate place. When he reached for them she stopped his hands out of impulse.

"Okay," Peeta said, looking her directly in the eyes. He used the phrase over and over just as Katniss had done to reassure him when she had cut away his beard. Slowly she pulled her hands back and Peeta slipped his fingers into her underwear. A small sigh escaped Katniss's lips and she looked away, a deep blush settling over her olive skin. It wasn't just that she was embarrassed to be naked in front of him. That was only a small part of it. It was more about what he was stirring inside of her that made her apprehensive. She knew what it meant, but she wasn't sure if he did.

When the panties were dropped onto the ground, Katniss was completely bare save for the seashell necklace. She tried not to watch him, but she could feel his eyes on her. She was thankful for the minimal light of the evening. It provided a slight veil of coverage for her nakedness. But before she had time to overthink it, he hoisted her into his arms effortlessly and carried her into the water. His naked body against hers had Katniss's mind whirling with the intimacy of it all. It was warm and solid and so, so wonderful.

When he'd waded knee deep, he sat down, settling Katniss in his lap. She told herself it wasn't a big deal. That she'd had her head in his naked lap five days ago. But she could feel his semi-hardened flesh pressed up against her ass.

Water fell over Katniss's shoulders and trickled down her arms as Peeta cupped the water in his hands, the cool rivulets trickling over her breasts, arousing her even more. She watched his hands travel her goose-pebbled arms, pausing to rub at particularly dirty patches until her skin was clean and pink. He did the same to her petite shoulders and neck, then swiped at few streaks of mud just above her left breast and she bit her lip hard to keep herself from moaning.

Peeta's hand trailed along the thick rope of hair Katniss always wore braided down the middle of her back. He tugged at the end, silently asking her to remove the band. When she raised her arms to do so, she saw his eyes dart to her breasts, which were lifted with the motion. His blatant stare made them tingle and Katniss wondered if he'd ever seen breasts before. The look on his face was more wonderment than salacious leering. It gave Katniss a small boost of confidence that she didn't normally have in an unclothed state.

He tipped her back into the water to wet her hair, and even though she knew that she could have done all of this herself, she allowed him to lay her back in the water, her hair floating freely around her while his fingers massaged her scalp. The water was silky and warm, and when combined with Peeta's gentle touch, Katniss's apprehensions melted away, only to be replaced with a growing sense of exhilaration.

When he was done, he lifted her from his lap and sat her next to him, so that he could wash his own body. He wasn't as dirty as Katniss, but she wanted him to share in this experience with her, wanted her hands on him, too. Just as he had done for her. Gingerly, Katniss moved behind him, their eyes meeting briefly as he looked over his shoulder to see what she was doing. She cupped the water in her hands, letting it run down the muscled lines of his back. Katniss's attention was mesmerized by his powerful, toned flesh and the way each muscle flexed and rippled like wind through a wheat field with his movements.

Peeta stilled as Katniss rubbed tight circles across his back. She kneaded his flesh like dough, pressing her fingers into the solid tissue of his shoulders and down the edges of his spine. She felt the vibrations of his groan and saw his head tip back slightly. After a few moments, Peeta moved deeper into the river. Katniss's hands followed him, not ready to let go.

He disappeared under the water, only to pop back up seconds later, water running in sheets over his chest and washboard abs, face tilted to the moonlight, eyes closed and lips parted. His biceps bulged as he pushed his soaked hair back. The water sat just below the V of his hips, hiding the part of him that would have sent Katniss plunging into a tailspin. She was already dangling by her fingertips. He looked like a God, one that would surely be worshipped if the island had any kind of human population, and Katniss would likely be among them.

His eyes snapped open, finding hers immediately. He waded toward her, approaching her purposefully, and Katniss's stomach swooped at the intensity she saw in his leaned down, grabbing her waist and Katniss knew he was about to heft her over his shoulder for the third time that day.

Peeta sat down in front of her on the rock, his back to her, reaching for her legs and pulling them around his waist. It must be time to go, Katniss thought. She complied, and this time, without the barrier of clothing, the soft slap and slide of their wet bodies together as he walked quickly toward home would be her undoing, she was sure.

"Wait!" she cried as he took off down the trail. "Our clothes." Peeta turned, glancing back to where she was pointing at the small pile on the ground. A grumble sounded into the night air as he strode over to the pieces littering the jungle floor, as if they were cumbersome and not worth the time it took to gather them. Katniss felt herself dip as he bent down. It was as if she weighed nothing, the way he so easily crouched and then stood, returning quickly to the path.

* * *

><p>Katniss was so turned around she had no idea where they were. She knew she couldn't show up at camp like this, naked and being carried piggy-back by a strange man. She hoped Peeta would stop soon and let her dress herself before they got too close. That and the fact of her bare breasts rubbing against his skin threatening to send her into overload. She couldn't squeeze her thighs together for any relief because his hips were nestled deliciously between them.<p>

She looked around, trying to breathe normally and think of something completely nonsexual. It was dark, and becoming very dense with trees and brush. Katniss could barely see anything. She was impressed that Peeta could find his way so stealthily and it made her wonder how long he'd been living here. How had he come to be on the island? Was it by choice? Had he been left behind? Finnick had seemed convinced they were alone here.

They slipped between some overgrown moss and dangling vines into a cave, and Peeta finally set her down on something soft and leafy, dropping the clothes next to her. Complete darkness surrounded her on three sides. The only faint light she could make out was coming from the mouth of the cave. Peeta moved away from her and started to rustle about the space. Moments later a tiny spark inside a circular structure made of stones caught her attention. It grew in size until a small fire lit the area with an intimate glow.

She could tell right away it was his home. "Peeta home?" she asked him, tucking her legs up to hide the thatch of curls between her legs as she tugged the dirty tank over her head. Peeta grunted, watching her cover up. He made no move to clothe himself, instead choosing to sit across from her Indian-style.

"Peeta home," he repeated, continuing to watch with displeasure as she tugged her panties over her hips. Not wanting to offend him further Katniss left the stained pants, which had received the worst of the fall, on the ground. She could feel his stare and needed to think of something besides his roving gaze, so she busied herself looking around.

Toward the back of the cave sat two old crates, one covered in bottles of all shapes and sizes, some glass and some plastic. It seemed to be a shrine of sorts. The other was less cluttered, more particular with its contents. A thick, leather bound book, a knife - Katniss recognized the shape and the glint of the metal blade right away - and something small that sparkled in the dim light. She was curious as to what trinkets Peeta would keep, but she didn't want to seem rude. It was his home after all, and where she came from one didn't just traipse nosily around another's abode. If he wanted her to know, he would show her.

Katniss turned her attention to Peeta as he stood, moving toward the mouth of the cave. "Where are you going?" she panicked, forgetting he didn't understand her. He looked back at her, confused and she tried to stand on her good ankle. Before she could get her feet under her, Peeta spoke.

"Wait," he said, using the gesture for 'stop' Katniss had taught him. Peeta disappeared after she sat back down, and she hoped he wouldn't be gone too long. If the monkeys or some other dangerous animal she hadn't encountered yet sniffed her out, she'd be a sitting duck in this place. Distraction was, again, necessary, and she noticed the flame had grown stronger, drawing her eyes the cave's walls. She gawked, breathless. She had never seen anything so stunningly raw. It was like a prehistoric art museum with drawings covered in all different colors, from browns to reds to subtle shades of yellows and pinks. The luminous flame bounced off the walls bringing the paintings to life, and everywhere she looked there was a different image.

She couldn't see them all, but she was surprised at how familiar a few of them were. A boat, so similar to the one she'd arrived on with four people on the beach. One with reddish hair, another with a long, dark braid. She gasped, realizing he'd captured the day they landed on the shore. The one next to it was their camp. All four of them were sitting around the fire, but while the other subjects were obscure, she was vivid, the focus of the picture. Her eyes quickly scanned the rest - the ocean, a bobbing, dark spot in the middle of a sunny day. Next to that was the top of her head as she hovered over him, looking down his body the day he'd rescued her. The next was her in the orange sundress, then her sleeping in her tent, the vantage point from up high. It seemed that her sneaking suspicion that she was being watched was completely accurate. He'd been there the whole time watching their every move, _her_ every move. If any other man had been observing her this way, she would think he was a stalker. She'd be terrified. But this was Peeta, and she guessed he'd been overcome by curiosity, and possibly attraction to her. The idea was flattering and more than a little exciting.

Katniss decided she would have to make sense of her emotions later, so she tucked them away as Peeta re-entered the cave bearing an armload of fruit. Her stomach rumbled at the sight. She hadn't realized how hungry she was and any trepidations about his nakedness or her predicament vanished at the sight of food. Peeta arranged the harvest in front of her like an offering - two coconuts, a pineapple, and a bushel of bananas. She stared at the food in awe and disbelief at how quickly he'd been able to gather it. They were all tree-bearing fruits, which meant Peeta must be an excellent climber.

Peeta separated one of the bananas from the stem and thrust it at Katniss. "Eat," he said simply. Another word she was surprised he knew. Of course, if he'd been watching them this whole time then he was bound to have heard some of their conversations. Katniss could tell Peeta was bright and intelligent.

She inhaled the banana, the fruit sweeter than she'd ever tasted, and she greedily reached for a second. Slower this time, she savored it, finding Peeta's eyes fixed curiously on her, grinning crookedly. His smile lit up the dim space and Katniss mused about how attractive he was. Her gaze followed him as he retrieved the knife she'd glimpsed earlier, and she watched as he expertly passed the blade across a smooth stone a few times, then cut into the prickly flesh of the pineapple, dividing it up between them after cutting away the inedible parts.

Then he carved a triangular hole into the coconut, and immediately the cave erupted with the scent. She loved the tropical smell of coconut and stopped devouring the juicy, yellow fruit to breathe it in deeply. Peeta tipped back the coconut, clear liquid pouring into his mouth, then handed it to Katniss. She did the same and relished the sweet liquid sliding down her throat, which she hadn't realized was parched until now.

They devoured the rest of the haul, and when Katniss was sufficiently stuffed and rehydrated, she leaned against the cave wall at her back, Peeta copying her posture on the opposite wall. He watched her long enough that she had to look away, like she always did under the intensity of his stare.

Finding her hands sticky with the sweet juice from the pineapple, Katniss licked it from her fingers in an effort to clean up. She smiled at the thought of how primitively domestic it all was. She looked up to thank Peeta, but the smile faded quickly when she saw his expression - ardent, eyes half-lidded and fixed on her, one leg drawn up, the other resting in front of him. Her gaze traveled to where his hand gripped himself, and a sharp breath invaded her lungs. In the shadows of the firelight she watched his palm slide up and down his thick shaft. His thumb skimmed over the tip and he hissed, the sound igniting a low burn in her belly.

Part of her screamed to look away, give him some privacy, but she was riveted to the scene. His actions were so brazen, and yet so natural and candid. So erotic. It made her want to act out as well. To touch herself. To touch _him._ Her nipples peaked into tight buds, surely visible through the white fabric, and her inner thighs grew slick as his hand moved faster and his head tilted back against the cave wall, eyes slipping closed. His jaw slackened and his mouth hung open in what Katniss knew was sheer pleasure. She continued to watch as his body jerked, reaching its peak. His hand lost its rhythm and her name crossed his lips as part of a groan that seemed to be pulled from deep in his gut as spurts of semen rained down on his abs.

His body went limp, blissfully sated, and an awkwardness crept over Katniss. What should she do? Should she look away and pretend nothing happened? He had seen her watching him. He had to know she heard him say her name, as though she was giving him the single greatest bodily pleasure a man could receive. Peeta reached for the shorts he'd worn that day and wiped them across his stomach, clearing the evidence, then he came to sit beside her on the thick, leafy bedding. He laid down, pulling Katniss down with him. She needed to resist. She needed to get back to camp.

"Peeta? Katniss go home," she told him.

"Katniss sleep," he responded, and Katniss realized he had no intention of taking her back tonight. She was certain she'd be lost or worse if she tried to go it on her own, but surely the others were out looking for her by now.

"Katniss go home," she relayed more urgently, sitting back up.

"Peeta home," he said sleepily. "Katniss home." He tugged her back down and wrapped an arm around her, effectively locking her into his embrace. She didn't mind the position so much as the daunting feeling that nothing good would come of her not returning to camp. At the sound of Peeta's soft snores, she knew there was nothing she could do until morning.

* * *

><p>Katniss couldn't sleep. There were so many things going through her mind, and she found the frantic search party was the least of them. Peeta's hand brought himself to climax over and over in her head. And every time it replayed her body drew closer and closer to an edge that she wanted desperately to jump off. With Peeta asleep snugly behind her, she wondered if she should enjoy her hand as much as he had enjoyed his. Obviously he wasn't ashamed of it. Why should she be? And her name on his breath as he came was clear indication he had been thinking of her. It had been so long, and she ached for release.<p>

Cautiously, Katniss dipped her hand below her panty line, parting her thighs just enough to reach the pearl of pleasure she knew how to manipulate just right. It wouldn't take long, she was so wound up. At the first touch of her fingers she stifled a groan, gathering the slickness on her fingers before dragging them back up to where she wanted it most.

The moment she touched herself she felt Peeta stir behind her. She froze, wondering if he had heard something. An arm draped lazily over her, pulling her into his still naked body. She groaned in frustration. This was definitely more than she could handle. Her own fingers suddenly seemed inadequate at the thought of the pleasure his could bring to her.

Katniss felt his face bury into the back of her hair, nuzzling her neck. He breathed in her scent, whispering her name softly against her skin, his lips providing a sensual caress that sent chills throughout her entire body. She felt like ice and fire all at once, and had no idea how the two could coexist except to torment her.

Her body rolled over, almost of its own accord, until she was on her back, Peeta's arm now draped over her ribs, just underneath her breasts. When she looked at his face, she was startled to see the whites of his eyes. He was awake, eyes boring into hers. He was so close, just a breath away and his skin radiated warmth and smelled like the jungle after a cleansing rain.

Katniss reached up to tuck a strand of hair behind his ear, and then slid her hand into the luxurious strands behind his neck and closed the inch that separated them. She brushed her lips against the ones she had meditated upon for days. They were deliciously rough, but slack, as if he wasn't sure what to do with them. His breath hitched and she saw his eyes widened in surprise, but he didn't seem to be in distress. He pulled back, studying her, his eyes traveling back and forth between her eyes and lips before he descended on them. He pressed them to hers and held them there, unmoving, and in that moment Katniss knew he had never been with a woman. She was sorely lacking in experience, but if this was what he wanted she would have to teach him everything. A thrill shot through her at the journey it would take them on.

She started by puckering her lips and pulling back. Then she pressed them back to his in the same manner. She whispered the word 'kiss', and he mimicked her action. The texture of his lips sent a shot of arousal to her already soaking center. It felt better than she thought it would.

She broke away again, but he chased her with his mouth, wanting more. She grinned, and opened her mouth just enough to suck his bottom lip in, then released it. Peeta grunted his approval and returned the gesture, capturing her lower lip with his. He did it a second time, and she could feel the tip of his tongue graze her plump flesh. A sigh escaped her and she impulsively licked his lips in reverence. His grunts became deep groans as he copied her. She caught his tongue inside her mouth and suckled it gently, caressing it with her own.

Peeta fused his mouth to hers, and she parted her lips. He followed her lead, slipping his tongue into her mouth again and again, exploring her vigorously. The sound of wet lips and mild panting echoed off the stone walls of the cave. Peeta's kisses became insistent and rough, and Katniss broke away for a breath. His eyes were wild, fixed on her as though he were desperate for more. She brought him back to her, but instead of her lips reaching for his, she slowed their pace, planting soft, open-mouthed kisses on his face. She started at that perfect cleft in his chin, then turned his head to continue along his jaw. When she got to his ear, she sucked on the fleshy lobe and smiled when he groaned loudly. She felt his hips buck into her side, and he pulled away, eager to put his latest lesson into practice on Katniss.

Peeta started at her chin, nudging Katniss's head to the side with his nose as he rained sensual kisses across her jaw, stopping to suck her earlobe into his mouth just as she'd shown him. The wet sound he made as he released it sent a jolt of pleasure between her legs. His lips traveled down her neck, stopping at the base of her throat. She felt his tongue dart out to wet her skin and she let out a moan as her hands slid into his hair. He did it again, and out of sheer need, Katniss pushed his head lower.

Peeta's soft lips and hot breath started an enticing trail that stopped abruptly when he encountered the fabric of her tank. He grumbled his disapproval of her covering, and brought his hand to rest on her stomach. His rough palm sent shivers through her, splaying across her waist as he dipped his hand underneath her shirt. He looked up at her. "Katniss okay?" He asked huskily, his eyes entreating hers for permission. The fact that he sensed a need to ask endeared him to Katniss all the more. As if he wasn't already charming enough.

"Hell, yes," she breathed, disoriented. Peeta's brow knit together and Katniss knew he'd not understood. To answer him, she reached for the hem and dragged the top over her head, tossing it aside. Peeta's eyes were hungry as he took in her bare chest and Katniss had never felt so wanted in her life. She squirmed under his hand as it slid up her belly, torturously so, experiencing for himself every inch of her skin. Her breathing was shallow and tiny whimpers escaped her as she anticipated the first touch of his hands to her breasts.

His hand stilled under her left breast and she thought she might have to move his hand herself, but then her back bowed as his thumb passed over the peak. "_Fuck_," she cursed at the pleasure just that one touch sent through her body.

"Fu-_ck_," Peeta repeated, testing the word as he cupped a small mound with one hand. He squeezed and Katniss urged him on, covering his hand with hers, showing him what she liked. His hands were amazing, but she needed more, so she rolled him onto his back and bent her head down to his chest, dragging her tongue over his nipples. She laved them with her tongue, sucking and eventually teasing him with a bite. He was watching, feeling, learning, all while his hands skimmed her arms and tangled into her hair. And then suddenly she was on her back, his mouth descended over one breast as he did the same to her. His tongue felt ethereal, circling her nipple, and when his teeth grazed over it, she almost lifted completely off the ground, the pleasure was so intense. It felt so necessary, so _primal._

Katniss shifted his head to the other breast, encouraging him to lavish them with equal attention. He was already excelling at it. Her hands drifted over his shoulders and as far down his back as she could reach. He shifted into her and another whimper left her lips when she felt his hardened member against her thigh. Peeta must have felt it as well, and his hips began a slow, natural bucking rhythm into her leg. She wanted to reach down, grip him in her hand. Feel the silky, warm texture of his erection.

Katniss was breathing hard, Peeta's gasps matching her own. She didn't know if she could teach him how to touch her. He had done it to himself earlier, so she reasoned she probably shouldn't be ashamed of doing it now. Her hands left his skin and traveled down her own body, invading the scrap of fabric that covered her aching mound.

Peeta's mouth lifted from her breast, leaving it cold and lonely. His head followed her motion and he sat up, watching as though what he was learning was a matter of life or death. He reached for her hand, then yanked it away as his attention snapped toward the mouth of the cave.

Katniss was so heady with the lust of the moment that she hadn't heard anything. Peeta scrambled up quickly, moving to poke his head out of the cave's opening. Katniss sat up, perking her ears, and she could faintly make out the sound of her name hanging in the air. They weren't close, but they were out there in the dark, among the animals that could tear them to shreds, and it was because of her. She had to go.

Reaching for her pants, Katniss pulled them on hastily, wincing as she tweaked her ankle. She was up on her good leg and hobbling toward the exit when Peeta noticed her. He picked her up swiftly and set her back on the bed of leaves.

"Katniss, no. Katniss, wait," he said as he knelt in front of her. Katniss was shocked at how pleading his words sounded, and her heart broke as she came to understand how lonely he must have been all these years.

"Peeta," she murmured, cupping his face in her hands, connecting their gazes. "No." She wished he understood more words and that she could communicate more than just rejection. She wanted him to know that this was best. That he could be hurt if they found him. She needed to be sure her Uncle, and Finnick and Marvel knew about Peeta and how he'd taken care of her before they found him. How could she communicate that?

She took his hand and placed it over her heart, just as she had the first day, then covered it with her hand, then placed her other over his own heart. "Katniss and Peeta, always." She didn't know of another way to tell him she would come back. That this wasn't the end. That she cared and wouldn't abandon him. "Always," she said again, bringing his lips to hers for a soft kiss. It was sweet and simple, and left a promise between them.

"Always," he whispered the word, and she felt his stare deep in her soul. "Always." He hooked his hands under her knees and around her back, lifting her easily as she wound her arms around him. She laid her head in the crook of his neck, allowing her lips to brush the skin there. Too soon, he set her down on the jungle floor. She felt a drop of something wet slide down her cheek, and she wondered if it was beginning to rain again.

"Katniss. Home." His voice was strained as he combed his fingers through her hair,bending down to plant a kiss to her lips one last time before backing into the brush. Katniss tasted salt and strongly debated calling him back. To hell with the search party. She wanted to be with Peeta. But she knew it had to be this way if she wanted to keep him safe, and so she hollered her Uncle's name until they found her, frantic and out of breath, pistols cocked in case of trouble.

Finnick, the strongest of the group, didn't hesitate to scoop Katniss into his arms to transport her back to camp. The entire way all she could think about was how much more she wished the shoulder her head rested on was Peeta's.

* * *

><p>What did you think of this chapter? Love to hear your thoughts! Pbg<p> 


End file.
